towards the Baron's bungalow  He had scarcely entered
It when a shout rang out
'Colonel Laurenz ''
'Colonel Laurenz p yelled the barracks
'Colonel Laurenz1' clamoured the station
The colonel came out of the telegraph office He cursed
as he strode over the bodies of the men sprawling on the
platform
Then there was more shouting
'Lieutenant Chernov1 Captain Makeev1 Lieutenant
Zabiakin1 Lieutenant Issak1'
The soldiers rose to their feet, slipped on their haver-
sacks, and assembled on the platform
'Well, what about it?' said a beardless Buriat, address-
ing himself to nobody in particular
'Looks like it,' drawled another soldier into his straw-
coloured beard
The officers disappeared It got late Silence descended
on the station On benches and across sleepers the soldiers
lay down again pell-mell Their features settled into sleep
One lay with his legs drawn up undei him and his arms
flung out Another had his fists clenched, his jaw set, and
his forehead furrowed with lines A third breathed fast,
with his half-open mouth disclosing teeth yellowed by
nicotine
At this moment the soldiers were far away from Dauna
They had gone home for a few hours the Tatar with his
face pitted with smallpox to the dusty streets of Astrakhan,
the little peasant boy to his village on the Volga, where,
every night, he reaped wheat The sentries drowsed, with
their foreheads resting against the tnangulai bayonets
fixed to their rifles
The telegraphist made his appearance on the threshold
of his office In his outstretched hand he held a long strip
of paper He looked as though he were going to throw a
streamer into the midst of the sleeping mob